Poetry and Politics
liner gliding with shut-off engines through the dusk. But he
goes beyond this. He concludes a personal lyric, innocent of
any political implication, with the thought that, if certain re-
sponses to his beloved were *tricklings through a dam', he
must have sufficient love to run a factory, to drive a tram, or to
give a city power. This is the usage of Donne, with his maps
and compasses, rather than that of Shelley, with his violets and
nightingales.
But if Spender's poetry reflects the industrialized age in
which it is being written, he is less fearful than his fellows of
images taken from nature. He may stand on street corners,
watching the unemployed with unquenchable bitterness, he
may walk through streets where 'road-drills explore new areas
of pain*, or, in solitude, ask what, living under so heavy a
shadow, he can do that matters. But the grief and the fatigue
and the despair bred by a war remembered and a war fore-
seen, by the boom and the slump and the insanity of those in
power, yield to another mood. In his will to change, he bids
his comrades:
Drink from here energy and only energy,
As from the electric charge of a battery...
When an older and a sadder poet might do no more than look
to the hills whence help cometh, he can refresh his spirit by
climbing a mountain. The sun pours through his pages, the
actual sun, as well as the symbol which again recalls Shelley
Radiant Sister of the Day,
Awake! arise! and come away!...
Where...
all things seem only one
In the universal sun.
It recalls, too, the voice of prophesying:
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